ÞOBERT MUIRHEADS. 
I AMENT. 
To a Pleſant New Tune. 


| eave of my minde why thinks thou on, I wet in my covceit I ſwear, 
| She that was once my dear _ and Conſtantce to the 
does thou not know that ſke 1+ gone, whileft ro man Could withſtand her feat, 


aud maried now 1 hear | 

vy hat madneis make the recolec&t 
to think on inch a maide 

who allwie payd me with neglect 
and my deſinges bewraed. 
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Why wakeneſt thon again my woes 
and thus tormenteth me. 

who 1s the worſt of all my foes 
wFo only friend ſhould be, 

15 ſhe not dead to me alace 

except her hvibard dye, 

Ie yet remeinber on her face 

for all her Creulitie. 


Z 
For I never ſaw 4 thing fo faire 


fince I had eyes to ſee, 
a thing that was both Chaſt and raire 


nor ſhoon her deſtanie, 

I Loved her well ſhe lov'd not me 
ſhe was un great yow'l ſay, 

ſome ſaid 1t was but p: e ie 

O what great fools were they 
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For I tryed all the c1vil arts, 

that ever any uſed, 

with tears I did prockam my ſmart, 
yet daylie was abuſed, 

I am ſure if ever ſhe had-Lov'd, 

at length ſhe would have ſhown'd 
ſhe ſhghted me and fo ſhe provd, 
And manfullie diſound. 


1. 
Unhappie I if I recall, 


theſe pevis thoughts again 
to bring my ſpirit undcr thral 
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4#fhirg 1hatreaviſtt me, 
Sw. Fmodeſrie ſhe did exceed, 
Xx; Þq roſt ot women kind, 
— Mthought ſhe had ro tault Indeed. 
= viit ſhe had beet mune. 


to repoles my pain, 

If I had never ſeen her face 
1 had not faipted ſo, 

to offer up a ſacrifice, 

to ane thing below. 


FINIS. 
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